tint, with a flowing pattern in
darker color on it. This paper was
made in squares of about twenty inch-
es, and I was able to rescue two or
more complete pieces. It had been
printed on rather thick paper from
»woodcut blocks, and each square was
palled up with coarse iron tacks about
one and a half inches apart, each tack

A Mohammedan Festival.

Taboots is an Indian festival in con-
nection with the celebration of the
month of Moharram. which begins the
year of the true Mobammedan, This
festival commemorates the death of
Prince Hossein, the grandson of Mo-
hammed, who met his death in battle
after ten days’ fighting against King
Omar. The word taboot, from which
the festival takes its name, means lit-
erally a tomb, and it is anlways bulilt
in front of the homes of some rich
and important Mohammedans and un-
der a temporary shed built for this

being run through squares or washers
of brown leather, =0 that both tack
beads and washers showed all around
each square of paper.
that this wall paper was of late seven-
teenth century date. Bradbourne Hall,
in the lower peak, is a pieturesque
house, almost unaltered. of the time of
James 1., having been then fasbioned
from the canomical house of the Au-
gustins of Dunstable. It was just the
place—"far from the madding crowd”
—where curious details of domestic
decorations wonld
Notes sl Queries,

The Cynic's Point of View.
Of eourse we ull like to know that
our cnewics are vnlperable, but it is
only the exvuical ¢lect who can appre-

clate wirh fine epicurean fastidiousness |

the glorious revelation that their
friends are human after ail. And it is
not only the wenkness of those near

apd dear to us, but their misfortunes
and annoyances, which give a thrill of |
illicit joy to those honest contortion-
fsts who can look in their own hearis.
1 once heard a young meother say that
there was only one thing which gave
her greater pleasure than hearing that |
the children of Ler friends were sick,
and that was to hear that they were |
bad. No one but a twrom-idiot ito bor |
row the excelient root with which Mr.
Gelett Burgess has enriched us) would
think of condemning this young woman |
for being malicious or unkind. Misery
is mot the only human quality that |
loves company. of Ler distant |
relatives — Anxiety, Discourngement, |
Anpoyance—are cqually socialde.—At- !
lantic. '

Nl

(] The Forbidden City.
Peking Las been 2 city for something |
like 3.000 years, first as the capital of
a small state, then destroyed, again re-
built and fisally wolded into the |
form in wkhich we now know it, with
ite Chinese, Tartar, Imperial and For-
bidden «cities, each with its inclosing
wall. Nobody Las ever yet attempted |
to tell the full tale of its lntrigues, its
esbals, plots and counterplots. Few |
know aunything about them. No one |
person knows them all, If only the
bricks that form the walls could find |
a tongue, if only the pavilions on the
Coal Hill could produce the sights and |
souuds that have falien to their lot to
®ee and bear, there would doubtless be
a tale to tell which might vie in inter-
est and dramatic force with :mw'tlmv'l
that ancient Rome or Babylon has giv- |
en, even through ithe medinm of fic. !

tion.—Shanghai Mercurr,
’-.

-

Napolesrn and Waterloo.
There is nothing in the resuit of the |
Waterloo campaign 1o show any de- |
cline in Napoleon's powers of mind.
The plan of the campaigu as laid down |
by the emperor was a most Lrilliant
one, and had it not rained on 1he night !
of the 17th of June Napeleon would in !
all likelihood have kept Lis throne.
Had it vot rained and made the land
miry e would bave Lad his artillery
in position four hours Lefore he actual-
ly did, and Wellington would hbave
been disposed of long Lefore Blucher's
arrival. Eveu us it was, the Iron Duke
was pretty well used up when the
Prassian came up on Lis lefr
leon’s genius never shioue more bril-
Hantly than it did in Lis last eampaign,

He was defeated by the elements and |
de srupidity of some

by the nnoceannral
of Lix
can.

Heutenatioe. Noew York Aweri-

Assyrian Seals.

The ancient Assyrizus nearly
years ago put in weist clay their seals.
engraved in  intiglic upou precious
slones, on chesis sl doors,
to preveut their Iwivg opened. There
were no locks or Lkeys jn those days.
If they wished 1o seud a private let-
ter they would often seal it with a
bippogriff., which fabulous winged |
horse was pregarded u< 1he ewblem of
secrecy.  Centuries  lnter
and HRowans
for the same purpose,

He Whistled.

Ol Lady (1o grocers hov)—=Don't
you kvow that it i= very rade to wiis-
the when dexling with a lady®

Boy—That's what the guvnor told
me to do. mun.

“Told von to whisile?

“Yes'm. He said if we ever sold you

.

apything wed Luve o whistie for the !

money "
Her Sweepina Abilities.

Mrs. Nearich—Ivid botice
grandly owr daugzihter swept joto the
yoom ut Mrs, Puppson’s reception last
night”

Neurich—=Sure | did! When it comes
to sweeping into a reom Mawie wins
Ina walk « But when it comes to
sweeping out a rooin she goes lame.

r &

AL

:jinud it Plain.

Mrs. Youngwife—1 waut o get some
salad. — Yes'in, low many
beads? Youngwife—0Oh, gzood-

‘pess! |1 it you took the beads
off. 1 jnst want plain chicken salad.

It is possible |

| into

survive.—London |

| contrivances Known as

[ required

| the fire,

L of an eagle,

! rapk is the

Napo- |

GO |

in order |

the Greeksi
mdopted  similar devices |

Liow |

purpose. The taboots are made from
thin bamboo strips covered with high-
Iy colored paper, and it is’ always deec-
orated with isinglass. gold and silver
paper, glass balls and huch red and
green paint. On the ninth day of the
| festival of Taboots the taboots are car-
ried in a possession through the streets
of the various cities in Indin. On the
tenth day zil the taboots are thrown
sowe viver. and thus ends the
Mohammedan festival of Taboots.—

Joston Herald.,

Primitive Fire Fighters.

As late as the end of the sixteenth |
ceutury in Loudon the sole method of |
extinguishing tires was by means of
“hand squirts.”

These were usually male of brass,
| with a carrying capacity ranging from
two to four quarts of water, The two |
quart “squirts” were two :anud a hatf |
feet in length, one and a half inches in |
diameter at their largest part and but |
half an inch at the nozzle, On each
| side were handles, and three men were
to manipulate a  “squirt.”
One man ou each side grasped the han- |

| dle in one hand and the nozzle in the |

other. while the thitd man worked the
piston or pluager, drawing it out while
' the nozzle was immersed in a supply
of water which filled the cylinder.
The bearvers then elevated the nozzle,
when the other pushed in the plunger, !
the skill of the former being employed |

| In directing the stream of water npon |

Such primitive contrivapces
are said to have been used during the
great fire of 1066,

Mythical Heorses.
Pegasus (“born near the source of

! the ocean™ was the winged horse nfl

Apollo and the Muses. Bellerophon
rode this animal when he charged Illl

! Chimera.

Sleipuir (ke Llack horse of Odin™) !
had eight legs and could carry his mas-
ter on sea as well as lamd, This ani-
mal is believed to 1ypify the wind,
which Dblows from vcight Jdifferen:
puints,

Al Borak “the lightning') was the|
horse commissioped by Gabriel to ear-
ry Mobamimed to the seventh heaven. |
¢ had a human face and the wings
Ilvery step he took was
equal to the farthest range of huinan

vision.

According to Thessalian legend. the
first Lorse was miraculously brought
forth by Neptuue striking a rock with
! his trident.

A Japanese Anthem. |
The majority of national anthems are

: not conspicnons for beauty, cither of

words or music. ‘The only one com-
posed by a musician of the very first
Austrian anthem, for which

Harydn is responsible. And in no|

! country has the composition of a really |

great poet been adopted except in Nor-
wiy, where Bjornsou’s stirring lines
beginning “Yes, we love this country.”
serve as the national anthem. 'l'lu,-I
Japanese Lave a daintily worded un-!
them which Captain Erinkley traus-
lates as follows:
Until this grain of sand,
Tossed by cach wavelet's Lireak,
LGrows o a cdoud girt peak,
Towering above the land;
Unti) the dewy flake
Peading this blossom’s gold
Ewell 1o a mighty lake—
Age upon age uniolkl,
Joy 1o joy manifold
Add fur our soverelgn's sake,

A Dirge.
. SLe laid the still white form heside
| those which Lad wone before. No sob,
no sigh, forced its way from her heart.
| throbbing as thougzh it would burst.
Sudaenly a cry broke the stillness of |
the place, one single heartbreaking!
| shriek; then silence, another cry, more
| silence, then all silent but for a gul-
mral wnrmar which seewed to well v
' from hLer very soul. She left the place. '
Sbe wonld lay auother ezg tomorrow,
Princeton Tiger.

Reversed.

An East Boston doctor told of the
{ experience of a droggist the other day |
| who sold some alcobol 1o a pew cus-|
* lomer.

book us required be said:
| et that name twisted. It is Michael |
SBallivan aud npot Sullivan
same as they turned it around in the
directory.”—Boston Journal,

A Light Retort.

| “How did the trouble in the family .

start ™"
“The wife.

husband's beavy wit.”

| “Why didn't she simply make a light

| retort ¥ |

' “She did. She threw the lamp at

bhim.” —Exchange.

A Puzzle.

Mother (reproviogly to little girl just
ready to go for a walk)—Dolly, that
bole was not jm your glove this meorn-
ing. Delly (promptly)—\Vhere was it.
then, neimma?

Couldn't Risk It.
. TMushiand—Did yon hant up the new
| cook’s references?  Wire-No, Johin., [

- ] l-l I H ._ _ ‘-'

| fishness and sweetness of characier,
| often so lamentably lacking In their

! solid bit of philosophy, did she ex-

| Themselves that

+ on her for aid.

! that
| the box-hedged pathway in the direc-

_' and

| first attracted her.

!ly in spite of the roughening strain of
! rigorous garden work.

| Hugh amidst the luxuries of the draw-

L do.

After the man had signed the |
“Now. don't ]

Michael, '
! 80 our Scotchman Is a gentleman and

I always will be,
| but so fine and good a man could

it seems, got tired of her;

{ road, and caused her to laugh a little
! for sheer scorn of her small art.
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Sir Hugh

By EDITH GRAY

(Copyright, 1916, by Associated Literary Frees )

Aileen Clinton was a queer girl—
every one of importance sald that.
But since those every ones consisted
of the daughters and wives of the
millionaire settlers of the lovely sub-
urb of Llynwood, along with their
cousins and aunts and the usual con-
tingent of soclety folk from the city,
Miss Clinton, regardless of judgment
frein without, continued in her much
lamented course. However, she lost
thereby not one whit of the love of
the small children of the district,

Not that the charming daughter of
the former rector of St. James's as-
sociated with cooks and patronized
coachmen, indiscriminately and with-
out distinction, even though she did
have a way of discovering, now and
then, among the lower strata of the
exclusive suburb, individuals of gen-
tleness of manner, of general unsel-

social matters, This girl had a
siranuge and lovely power of suammon-
ing from all she touched the very best
in thought and deed, and many an
original word of comment, many a

Iract by subtle means from those she
culled her friends, It is true that the
wiser and more penetrating of the
dull-eyed upper class confided amons
Aileen Clinton’s pur
poses, in this study of human chur-
acter, were not altogether altrulstic.
“She writes,” they whispered, “for
magazines, and seeks material.”
Nevertheless, lher queerness was
nat entirely excused on that score,
and many a cutting snub—to her
amusement be it said, however—did
she receive from women who, in time
of trouble were only too ready to call

However, there was one estate.
owned by a certain Lloyd Coverly,
where Miss Clinton was never made
1o doubt her welcome. Again and
agaln, in her cross-couniry rambles,
she pussed through the great gateway,
beneath the arching elmeg on her way
to the house beyond, The counrtly
host and his invalid wife were always
overjoyed to see the radiant girl, but,
aithough she loved them well, it was
invariably her most sympathetic self
was foremost in prominence us
ghe turned from the broad drive, on
her homeward trips, hurryving along

tion of the conservatory door beyond.
For here, amidst irellises of smilax
tiodding rosebuds. among hoxes
of carpations and frall, sweet pansy
fAowers, her hrave friend Hugh held
SWaYy.
Hugh

gardeuer,

McDonnel was no common
no were snipper of shoots
and sprays, peither was he a keen-
eved explainer of temperatures, nor
scientlfic exploiter of theories, strange
and mew. This Hugh had Intellect,
his broad brow and deepset eves
would have betrayed that to the girl
at once, even if bis unusual purity of
diction and remarkable knowledge of
the world's affairs had not from the
The girl used to
wateh him, wondering, as his fingers
fastened straving tendrills and trans-
planted tender shoots, how a man's
hands could remain so fine, so shape-

Truly, the
man was a gentleman, not merely, as
some folks classify with patronizing
smlle and upward lift of brow, “one
of nature's gentlemen,” but at heart
aud soul a geutleman.
Aileen’s conviction of
origin had ofien led

this man's
her to talk of

ing room bevond. But her
tell her nothing of the man, sagve that
when he came, his credentials had
been good and that for ten yvears he
had served them faithfully and well
He had thwarted all attempts at con-
versation concerning his former life
and lLis muaster had respected his se-
Yet though Lloyd Coverly knew
that the gardener wus superior 1o his
suwrroundings, he did not enshroud his
past with the glamour and mystery
of romance, us the girl was wont to

host could

crets,

The little invalid wife, frail and
sweei as ihe fragrunt spray of helio-
trops within her slender hand, spoke
conclusively one day from her favor-
Ite place before the fire: “You and L
Alleen, know—in spite of Lloyd's
stupldity—that there was a woman
once, brave and sweet and true, and

His mask is clever.

never quite deceive. 1 wish that you
would make a story of i1, dear.”

The words occurred again to the
girl as she hurried, several days later,
along the bleak stretch of wind-swept

A
story of it! Why, who would dare to
touch the flawless Hugh?—S8ir Hugh.
a3 she named him in her heart—and
spoil his tale with the bungiing of
mere worde? She laughed again as
she turned down the familiar path
toward the greenhouse door beyond.
She found the man today, bending
low over a box of discarded cast-
aways, the floral rubbish from the
house above. The margueriies were

u.llouched with stain, and to the girl
[ J11) _‘ Ilsi i 4
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and felt a traltor and ashamed to see
the secret of Hugh's heart writ in the
pale, drawn face above his task.

Hugh McDonnel would never have
unhent to any oue, surely last of all
to that person who might consciously
strive to gain his confidence, but as
he turned and saw the outpouring of
his heart’s secret reflected in the ten-
der eyes of the girl before him, his
confidence rose up to meet her sym-
pathy. “Miss Aileen,” he sald, sim-
ply, unembarrassed, and at ease,
“they were her flowers, my dear.”

Her flowers! Oh, far-sceing, little
Mistress Invalid! The girl's brain
swam, revolting at the bitterness,
yet even now her heart rejoiced in
his tull confidence.

For Hugh, the gardener, the man
of work, the underling and servant,
told the strange story of his lowering
to the girl beside him. And as he
talked the great Scotch house seemed
even now before her, the fields and
woods, the hills and running etreams,
the brother love betrayed.

“You see,” said Hugh, “they thought
T took the sum. Ah, well, I thought
that she loved Jeff—a fine, bright lad
bhe was—I thought that she loved Jeff
and so 1 took the blame.”

Then there were quick footsteps
from without, and suddenly Hugh
stood, keen ,erect, once more the
clever player, enacting his part. “You
will forget,” he gaid. “My sorrow
must not trouble you—promise, you
will forget.”

The girl looked up into the anxious
face of the man above her, and
through her tears, she smiled. “I will
forget.”

“I will forget.”” A promise Is easy
to give, but as day followed day, the
gtory took more vital hold of

girl's deep sympathy, and time,

tead of obliterating it, seared It
u.;kmb it a sorrow of her own,
man's fine honor, his wendrous suac
rifice, were before her In her walks,
ber duties, her pleasures &nd her
play.

Most keenly did she feel Liz injury
that night of the great reception ut
the Coverly home. She had been ask-
ed early, as an honored friend to help
receive, but, somehow, through the
music and lsughter one thought held
sway—the injustice of the gowers and
the dexire to right this wronug. Per-
hups it was the banks of lilies tl‘ni
sugeested Hukh so persistently, or
might have been 1he little .-?--u!t'ls
womnan, the guest ol a neighbor, who
brought back the hurt, an unconscious
reminder of the country of lis birth.
A slender, fragile little soul she was,
this Jesn McVey, and Alleen won-
dered, as she bent above the bowl of
fragrant blooms, at the sorrow in her
€yes,

And the girl marveled still more at
the start the womun gave aud the
fearful pallor of her face when she
questioned her about her love of these
same flowers, She trembled and then
she said:

“I am not well—forgive my stupid-
ness, dear girl—a little air would
help.”

Aileen sought their cloaks, wnd by
powe fnspiration, divining her lov.
for flowers, she led the little woman
along the box-hedged walk to where
the conservatory windows glemmed
brightly in the moonlight.

There was soice one in the outer
room und as she knocked, Hugh open-
ed wide the door.

Then, in a flash, the girl perceived
th ending of her tale, for the man's
fuce was as flame, und the woman
trembled toward him,

“Hugh, Hugh,” she cried. “AH
through the world 1 have sought. Jeif
told that it was he—and always from
the first, 1 have loved you!”

The giil's eyes were blinded as
Hugh cuught his old love in his arms,
and as sbe hurried back through the
darkuess, there secmed a frail, faint
fragrance of lilles following her.

in-

HOW A BELL IS TUNED

The Noctes Must Blend in Order to
Produce Perfect Har-
mony.

“What a beautifnl
hans'" 1w often heard. There are few,
however, who know how a bell re-
ceives its joyful or solemn tones.

All bells alier they are cast and fin-
ished must go through a process of
tuning the sume as any other musical
instrument before they respond with
a clear, true tone, Every bell sounds
five notes, which must blend together
in oider to produce perfect harmony.

The tuning of a bell Is done by
means of shaving thin bits from va-
rious parts of the metal. Tt is us easy
for an expert bell tuner to put a bell
in tune as it is for a plano tuner Lo
adjust his instrument to perfect
chords.

At frst thought it would seem that
a bell would be ruined should the
tuner shave off too much at the lust
tuning, or the fifth sound, but such
is noi the case. Me would, however,
be obliged 1o begin over, starting aguin
with the first tone and shaviog the
bell until it gave forth its harmonions
sound at the fifth tone.—Scientilic
American.

tone that bell

L
The Waiter Knew.

Nat Wills, though by no means so
much a tramp off the stage as on, fre-
quently makes a stab for material for
his stunts in restaurants. On the road
one Jday he tried to measure the in-
telligence of a walter at 'a “bef-and-
ery.”

“Let me have a plate of intoxicated
Il he nid.

m

the |

deepn,
The |

-
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On Nagging.

My son taught me a lesson on the

subject of “nagging” when he was but
four years old snd one that 1 have nev-
er forgotten. He had been guilty of a
small misdemeanor and bad tried to
wriggle out of it by not telling the ex-
act truth, [ gave him a mild spank-
ing and, as has always been my cus-
tom, talked the matter over afterward.
I began by saying., “Now, Robert, if
vou had told me the truth 1 should not
have punished you.”
! Jle stood before me. scraping one
foot along the carpet, and he looked
up a2t me and said. “What would you
have done? And [ answered, “I
sbhould have only talked o you.”
“Well.” he drawled, “how long would
you have talked?™

He is a big boy in high school now,
but when thines arise requiring a rep-
rimand and 1 get started I still bhear
that little voice, “How long would you
have talked?" and I go right to the
peint and say what I have to say on
the subject: but. in the boy's own lan-
guage, I “cut it short™ and never refer

o

essary.—Harper's Bazar,

Killing a Bull Without a Weapon.

Cayetano, a famous Spanish toreador,
once was strolling e dow
with a couple «f friends when his at-
tention was attracted by an old and
infuriated bull which was gulloping 1o
ward them with lowered bheud and
erect tail. Cayetano had no weapon,
not even a cane, but he seized a dust
coat which one of his friends was car-
ryving over his arm. As soon as the
bull got cloge to them Cayetano bade
his companions make their escape
{ while he engaged the animal’s atten-
tion. Using the cont as a capa, he
{ drove the Tmll erazy with fary, step-
ping aszide with the deftest agility at
each of the animal’s charges, In this
 manner he caused the bull to torm
sharply in the wmidst of its onward
|nsh--~= until finally an ominous craek
wits heard, and the Lull fell in a heap,
with its backbone broken by the sud-
den wreneh given by the animal’s
abrapt sweive,

neross g

|

A Lincoln Anecdote.

Jaspar Alban Conant tells the fol-
ln\\ inz anecdote of Lincoln in the Met
ropolitan Magazine:

“One of the
| Washington during the war was jolly
old Newton, the

Isaac

missioner of agriculture—a new office
just ereated by congress. Newton, who
triev]l and at the same time amused
the president. had made his reputation
on a dairy farm. Beyond this he knew
little of agriculture.

“Hearing which, 1 could not refrain
from asking Lincoln why he bad ap-
pointed such an ignorant man to the
othiee,

“‘Becsuse 1 think he's competent
enough to attend to all the agrienlture
we will have till the war is endad,” was
thie answer.”

The Long Silence.
“Yes, we are pretty comfortably
fixed here”
gressional library when a visitor en-
Vied him his soft berth and comfort-
able surrommlings. “But there's
thing we long for—yes, thirst for with
a burning thirst. That's noise—a real,
nerve racking, enr splitting noise. The
long hours of soft silence, the dead
stillness of everything about, grows so
oppressive that at times we conld !
shriek ont.
room tiptoe amd a low tone of voice

even at the telephone. Give
casional battery of artillery or a roar-
ing lion or a steam calliope. Even a
squalling baby would bhelp some"—
Washington Star.

Just a Blunder.
Sir Uptree Moniless (who has got old |
ColdEkash i a corver at the cluby—Mr.

my life, the one hope and aiw of wmy
existence. Might I dare bope that
some day I may be permitied to call
her wife?

dear sir, T have no daughter.

Sir Upiree M.—Oh, pardon me! Some-
Irmly told me that you had. lLet's have
a drink.—lLondon Scraps.

The Decoy.
“1 notice,”
son, “that, althongh I am in the frout
pew, there is always a five dellar Lill
on the collection plate when it comes
to me. Is that the contribution of the !
man who takes up the collection®”
“Not at all,” replied the parson, who
believed in business metbods.

our decoy.”--Delroit Free Press,

She Thought Right.

Mrs. Younz—I waut to get a divoree
from my husbamd. Lawyer—Well, what |
are yvour charges? Mrs. Young—My
chiarges? Merey!
lo pay you.—DBoston Trauseript.

A Duke's Maxim,
It was a maxim of the first Duke of
Portliand, who wis a oreat lover of

places where all men are equal—on
the turf and under the turf.
Sir Walter's Knock.

“Ruff on the cloak.™
Walter Raleigh
his velvet
abeth.
this little wrajp.

as bhe spread down
garment before Queen Eliz-

Just the Contrary.
“I suppose you're one of those idlots
thnl touch wet paint to sce If it's dry.”

P“n

-

I thonght 1'd have |

remarked Sie |

He could not resist giving her |
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An Innosent m

A smuggling story in which & °
man fooled her insuspecting RS
is told in the Century.
was a retired general, a I ot
discipline apd umnn-wz gar
ing even the shadow of in t
performance of his own ODIgat
“No smuggling was to be pe
he told his wife. and before _ :
Paris he insisted ou nlllntll‘ st
of every dutiable artiele in his *4 '
gion. Unkoown to him she R !
several yards of venetian lace.
to hide it was a problem until
thought of ripping the lining of
overcoat and hiding the lace
She regarded her cuaning as a
dons joke, aud to this day be
know how she langhed to
when, wearing that very same
the dock, he drew himself up
full military height aod, with
consecience, pointed to a tray comtain-
ing *“all Lis purchases.” XNo idea of

ot T

i auything so serious as defraunding the

| icsome mind.
to it again unless it is absolutely nec- |

rovernment had ever entered her frol-
" 5

He Needed a Prodding. _
[Tis arm was round her waist, hen

'Lhand was on his shoulder, and they

|

!
|3

comical eharacters in | -
| Qainey

I'hiladelphia | _
: : | answer.
Quaker whom Lincoln appoiuted com- !

were walking through the flields a®
they had been wont to do for nine
Iung years.

“Fm,” said bo. "we'ra heen coortin®
a tidy time now.

" \lim vear come nex® Augnst mE
holiday, George.”

“T told yon, fust start off, as how I
shouldn’'t be in no hurry to git mar-
ried, Em.”

“You didn't tell no lie about it, nel
ther, George,” she declared, with &
sigh.

“You're a-talkin® as if yon was sorry,
{that 'm a man o my word, Em,"” be
suidd reproviogly.

“Well, Georze,” she replied, “now
yvou mention it I have bin thinkin’ this
last year or two that if you could see
your way te zo back on your word
just this once it wouldu't be amiss."—
London Mail.

The House Was Shaky.
When John Quiney Adams was
eighty vears of age he met in the

| streets of Dosion an old rriend, whn

=]
| shook

hand and said,
hiow is John

tremibling
worning, sl
Adams ponday™

“Thank you,” was the ox-president™s
“John Quiney Adams himseif
sir: quite well, 1 thank yon.
the house in which he lives at
present ix hecomning dilapldated. 1t is
tottering upon foumdation. Time

lii=
“Clerond

is weil,

is

tiaml the seasons have pearly destroyed

{

admitted a veteran em- |

e § " . * ¥ i ‘Ol I -
ployee in the reading room of the Con | where the chief source of the walters®

oue |

!

Ling of late

We get into a sort of sick- |

that finally degenerates into a whisper |
us ag we-

it. Its roof is pretty well worm out.
Its walis are much shativred, and it
trembles with every wind. The old
tenement is becowing almo<t uninbhabit-
able, and I think John Quiney Adsms
will have to move out of it soon. But
be himself quite well, sir; quite
well.”

With that the venerabie sixth presi-
dent of the United States moved on

with the aid of his staff, ,-'-'

(£

Had A!l His Nerve With Him,
In & dewntown staud up lunch place,

revenue Is in the form of tips and
where the patrons are supposed to step
Hively so that those who wait may be
accommaodated, a oman bas beén com-
brivzs 0 newspaper
lvi=urely, some-

w i
with him and reads it
thues tor half an bhour. while be takes
his maodest luncheon. ‘The walter at
whose station be planted himself one
day recently wius prepared for the
cinergency, aml when the man bad
linished readinge his paper the servant
handed him 1wo others with the re-
wmanrk:  “Mayhe you'd like to see
these?” The other walters, knowing

| of the plot, looked to sec the man wils,

|l-m were disappointed.

|

|
!

said the wan to the par-

“Fhat’s |

|
I

|

|
race horses, that there were ouly two |

| the uuscen wind. Willle—iuly’

lie 100k the
papers with thanks, continued read-
ing. and fipally, when be asked for his
check, asked also whether he might

Coldkash, your danghter is the idol of | *0€P the papers.—New York Tribune.

Cne of Falb's Predictions.
In 1874 Professor Ludolf Falb pre-
dicted an eruption of Etna on Aug. 27,

Mr. Coldkash (astounded)—But, my | e offered u Vienna editor to write

an account of it if the editor wounld
seild him to Sicily. Falb was commis-
sioned.  When he reached Etna there
was not the slightest sign of disturb-
ance. A% the 2Tth approached Falb
was tortnred with auxiety and spest
<leepless nights walclung the volcano,
Nothing happened on the 27th andg
25th, The following worning the Serv-
ant rusbed into the professor's mm
shouting. “An  eruption, a terribie
reraption’™ Falb saw the spectacie and
| seut off his dispatel,

“One” as a Pronoun.

I have pever been smitten with the
fuse of the word “one” as a pronown.
| It takes 4 word juggier to atiempt is
and get away with it. Unless one feels
j that one has won one's spurs in this
respect and can extricate oneself from
fhie mess oue gets onesell and oue's
readers into one should avoid the pse
of the word oue In referring to oneself
8s one would a plague. —London Idler,

Swift.
Teacher—Children. nature s s
to man in everything. For i
there Is nothing that iravels 20

-9

""'."3

-mgm to hear what wy pa says m
a sight draft!'—Pueck.

His Part. -

“Who is the responsible
this firm** asked the brusque
the otfice boy.
“Can’t tell yvon, sir,” replied the p

lad, “but I'm the oune who “
the I:Ianle" .




